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cThen my love for thee would deepen and my yearning win the day;

Then if aught I saw of blemish in thy frame, O lover mine,

'I would perfect and complete it by mine own bright beauty's ray.'

Whosoever sees his failings in the mirror of his heart

And doth make his nature perfect, all the realms of soul doth sway.

O Khayali, shouldst thou meet with woe, a childlike heart's the balm;

If thou seekcst to be mighty, be thou lowly, lowly aye.'